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Two children sat within an arbour green, 

Hand clasped in hand, and yet with hearts apart 

The girl's was home-staying, well pleased to be 

Ring-fenced and bound, as many maidens' are, 

By household hopes and daily toyful joys. 

Life spelled for her the cottage, and its due 

Of grassy curves down-shelving to the gate, 

The garden where tall lilies stood in rows 

And hollyhocks swayed in the gusty airs, 

The orchard with its heavy store of fruit, 

(Red apples, russet pears, and purple plums,) 

The copse hard by, where blue-bells teemed in Spring, 

And scarcely might you tread for primrose bloom ; 

And O ! the churning, washing, baking days ! 
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The steam and bustle, and such happy noise, 
And cheerful work, as earned delicious sleep 
Well-nigh before the supper-hour was done. 

A heart filled high with peace was Marjorie's, 
Holding full measure of kind thought for each, 
While, deeply-planted in its closest core, 
Was that strong love which from her earliest days 
To Godfrey she unstintedly had given. 
Godfrey — her brother — he was half the world, 
Nay, more, the seven-eighths, and the small remainder 
Faded to naught when he came by. For him 
She fain had toiled at any work she loathed, 
Had worn out eyes and hands and finger-nails, 
Fain at his bidding gladly used her strength, 
And — spent at last — sunk gladly down to die ; 
Yea, fain had left the simple joys she held, 
And fain bestowed the little she possessed ; 
Most fain had climbed to meet his loftier mind, 
But could not, for he seemed to tread the clouds, 
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And see a-raany sights and hear such sounds 
As to her humble state were all denied. 



Thus meekly would she listen when he told 

Of wondrous dreams and dazzling phantasies, 

And restless thoughts that throbbed, and thrilled, 

and burned 
Within him till they grew more keen than life, 
While life became a shadowy lifeless dream. 
Nor cared he for an answering sympathy, 
But spake, as some confide unto the waves, 
Or trees, or winds, whose language is not ours, 
Yet they, through sheer inaptness, oft-times soothe 
Being tuned, as music, to what sense we will. 

So Marjorie — whose childish rippling voice 
Was like the brook's that custom stills to ears 
Which notice not and yet might miss the flow — 
Gave utterance to the babble of her mind, 
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While he, half-conscious, shaped his wider spirit. 
Nay, if she counted, in remembrance glad, 
The blue eggs nested in a sweet-briar hedge, 
And — moved by very pleasure of recall, 
Blent with the young affection of her soul — 
Rubbed kitten-wise her rosy cheek against 
Her brother's sturdy shoulder or his sleeve, 
It mattered naught — he smiled — she was a girl, 
And therefore loving — also ignorant ; 
A tender little fool ; ay, Marjorie ! 
Poor child, poor little Marjorie ! Or else 
He noticed naught, but, careless, drew away, 
And shook aside the brown curls that ran down 
To play at hide-and-seek about his arm. 

To-day — as always — when the magic hour 
Of sunset filled the grey-green quiet world 
With flaunting colour — like that ardent love 
In a bold wooer's heart which over-rules 
Reluctant thoughts and fears, turning dull things 
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To gold, as in a fairy tale they're turned — 
To-day, as ever, Godfrey's heart beat high : 

" See, Marjorie, the Sun-King, robed and crowned, 
With radiant train bejewelled, goes in state 
Down to his mighty palace in the West ! 
But, from our sight, the dusky distant hills, 
Stained purple as with countless pansy fields, 
Too soon will screen his wondrous panoply. 
I would, I would, I might behold it now, 
His lambent palace — there — beyond the peaks ; 
His chair of state, the golden pilasters. . . . 
Look ! from above, swift squadrons of his men 
Mantled in scarlet, ride to his behest ! 
See, Marjorie . . . !" 

" I see the sun-flushed clouds, 
Which at this hour oft drift to crimsoning." 

" Ah, say you so? Nay, if I had my will 
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I'd follow to yon glorious bourne, and watch 

That my tied spirit clamours to behold. 

What be those heights but walls opaque and hard 

As are the trammels of our twilit days, 

Dull as the duties that close bind our eyes 

To hide from us true life and radiant light?" 

" Brother ..." 

" My sister ! " 

" I, dear Godfrey, yearn 
For naught of lovelier life than here to dwell, 
And with you sit in this green arbour, wreathed 
Of woodbine — meaning faithfulness — and roses 
Grown red for love, and lean against your arm, 
Though your quick heart beats louder than my own. 
Dear Godfrey, shall we stay for ever thus ? " 

" I know not. Now he marches to his realm, 
By golden-glinting lances canopied ; 
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And now, the effulgence of his face being gone, 
The rearguard of his troop grows wan for grief." 

" Hark ! For Aunt Joan is calling." 

" Ay, she scolds. 
Doth she not ever scold ? Come, Marjorie, 
Let us to supper." 

Hand in hand they went. 
The grandame sat beside her meagre fire, 
And with a huge fork stirred a simmering stew, 
While Joan went bustling to the cupboard-door, 
And back in haste, then round the table, set 
With porridge bowls whence steamed hot milk and 
bread. 

Obedient to her place went Marjorie, 

And stood with clasping hands and closed lids, 

Praying her simple prayer of grace for food. 
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But Godfrey lagged beside the open door, 
Nor heard the angry voice that bade him haste, 
Nor heeded frowning looks and beckoning hands, 
For still above the darkening ridge a streak 
Of crimson like an outstretched pennon flared. 
And all his present life lay wrapt in dusk. 

Then, supper done, and after one short prayer 
Said at the grandame's knee, the children climbed 
Up to their homely attics nigh the roof, 
Where, pausing, for the doors led divers ways, 
Stood Marjorie, and held out both her arms : 

" Godfrey, you will not leave me ? I should die 

If nevermore I were to hear your voice, 

Never to hold your hand, never to run 

With you, barefoot, through sandy river-beds, 

Never to search for ripe nuts down the hedge, 

Never to listen to the lilting thrush 

In May-time, or the distant nightingale, 
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Never to find the crocus buds in frost, 
Or call the cows home from the misty meads, 
When autumn evenings quicken of their pace. 
Never— O Godfrey ! " 

" What if I should go ? " 
The boy made answer. " What then, Marjorie ? 
Some day in truth I must away, and seek 
The Sun-King's palace, else were life no worth. 
Perchance I will return for you — perchance " 

" Perchance, " quoth Marjorie, " ay, ay, perchance 
Alas, then, that I love you ! for my heart 
Seems tightly bound to yours by cords and chains 
That strain and hurt — alas, I love you thus ! " 

Thereat she turned her to her narrow loft, 
And Godfrey strode, half-angered, unto his. 

The moon rode high, the heavens were white with 
light 
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GODFREY'S QUEST 

Of shimmering stars, and dust of further stars, 
And white as snow shone out the quiet fields, 
And silver-white the roads and village walls, 
While threads of silver marked the upturned leaves 
Of bush and tree that else were thick and swarth, 
And tracts of shadow lay across the plain, 
And far away the outlined hills were black. 

The moonbeams fell on Godfrey's chamber floor 

And slanted by the bed's white drapery ; 

Each corner of the garret shone in light. 

But Godfrey from the casement leaned and 

gazed. 
A fitful fever burned within his veins. 
Most calm and very beauteous was the night, 
And from the garden rose the heavy scent 
Of lilies nodding somnolent in dew, 
While one by one the red sparks that were lights 
From casements, died, and silent grew the house, 
The housewife's footsteps echoing past the stair 
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And growing faint, as did the lamp she bore. 
Only out far, where half the valley slept, 
There rose from time to time a strident voice, 
Rough laughter, sottish merriment, and next 
A ribald song, ill-struck upon the night 
As were a knife-thrust in a place of prayer. 

Still Godfrey gazed, and one by one all sounds 
Were hushed to silence. Then to him it seemed 
As though a shadow through the shadows moved, 
Swaying at first as might some wind-caught 

branch 
Among the laurels and the undergrowth, 
And drifting its existence into space. 
A spirit yet a shape, familiar-wrought, 
And yet most strange because familiar-wrought ; 
For, as he looked, lo ! sure the form was his — 
A slender boy, that went with feet direct, 
Till, sudden as he came, he was no more, 
And only the round moon made light the spot. 
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Then Godfrey knew this was his childhood's self, 
That passed for ever from him in that night, 
As passes a dead friend from sight and ken. 

And, as he leaned out to the night, he wist 

New life was calling him, and he must hence. 

To him the thatched white home was but a tomb, 

A prisoning cell, while yonder lay the world. 

Yea, e'en the dark East presently should gleam, 

Through infant dawn, with saffron streaks and throbs 

Of coming power, casting the tutelage 

Of stars and moon and midnight phantasies 

To the far winds, to herald the great sun 

With all the pride and blushing joy of youth. 

Ah ! why not now, yes, now ? For deeds of daring 
Be there a moment like the present hour ? 
Who waits must lose his arrow's certitude, 
The quick hand grows inert, the eye more dull, 
Because Then is but servitor to Now, 
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And knows not what impels or guides the soul, 
And is obedient, but a leader never. 

In swift resolve, his hand upon the door 
Went Godfrey, leaving childhood's home behind ; 
Yet, as he went, one thought of sharp regret — 
One tingling thought — pierced with a thorny prick, 
And blurred by pain the garland of his hopes. 

Softly he entered, where his sister slept. 
Calm in the flooding silver light she lay, 
Sleeping the sleep of innocence and peace, 
One arm above her head, one hand beneath 
Her rounded chin, the fingers half out-spread, 
The long dark lashes pencilling her cheek, 
The dusky hair a hood about her brow, 
Soft smiles upon her lips, as though she dreamed 
She sat with Godfrey in a woodbine nest, 
And listened to the mavis through the limes. 

Then Godfrey stood a moment by her couch, 
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His own face softened into tenderness, 

And complex thoughts he could not gauge or 

count 
Quivered his lip, the while his brain throbbed 

high. 
He had nor gift nor message he might leave 
To comfort presently the tender heart, 
Which for this once breathed no response to his 
That spelled farewell with every strangling beat. 
And yet — he owned two apples in his pouch, 
Kept back and stored from supper that same eve. 
Thus, one, with tremulous hand, and half-ashamed, 
He laid within his sister's open palm, 
Above her rosy cheek that was as round 
And well-nigh rosy as the fruit itself. 
Awakening she should find it, and so learn 
She was not quite forgot — poor Marjorie ! 

Then, with soft step and ne'er a backward look, 
He reached the door, and, eager, sought the stair, 
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There, as a ghost, fled stealthy down, and out 
Into the cool sweet air, 'mid pearly flowers, 
Across the wet grey grass, along the banks 
Beyond the river and the fields of wheat, 
And shaped his path unto the western hills. 
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At last came Godfrey to the purple hills, 
So gained the summit of his heart's desire ; 
But lo ! the purple, fading as he neared, 
Elusive, ever crowned yet further heights, 
Leaving the chill stones grey about his feet. 
Long had he climbed to touch those altitudes — 
What days or weeks he counted not, nor cared. 
Full many a village passed he, and broad fields 
Where peasants, toiling, paused to stare awhile. 
A few small coins, within the pouch he wore 
Discovered gladly, gladly were exchanged 
For frugal meals ; nay, oft some buxom mother, 
Charmed by his boyish grace of speech and mien, 
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Gave from her house-store to the wander-lad, 
Her kind eyes watching till he went from sight. 

Weary he stood, with bleeding feet and bruised, 
And tattered clothes; and now, the journey 

done — 
Long leagues, so lightly measured in his dreams, 
With pain o'ercome, and that wide ridge explored 
That erst was sharply outlined 'gainst the sky — 
He flung him down upon the wounding rocks, 
And looked with piteous gaze to westward yet 
There, line on line, the glorious points uprose, 
Paling to dimness in the Far-away. 
Day was but young, and on each crested form 
The glistering dews of morning rested still, 
While soon the travelled shade of snow-white 

clouds 
Fell darkly blue upon the bare bright steeps. 

Then Godfrey's heart sank, heavy as a stone. 
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The world was wider than his childish thought 
Had spanned it, and for childish grief he wept. 

Yet presently, and when he grew more calm, 
A verdant plot at distance he espied, 
Lonely among the barren slopes (as oft 
May be one summer's day in winter-time, 
Strayed, having made false gamut of the months) ; 
And, on that grassy plain, a shelter stood — 
A speck in the vast realm of solitude. 



Thither did Godfrey slowly wend his way ; 
Then, as he closer to the cabin drew, 
His grateful ear perceived a tuneful sound — 
Twas music of an oaten reed — and next 
The rifted bank revealed its pleasant sight : 
A shepherd lad who piped unto his flock. 
In home-spun blue, he sat and softly piped, 
'Mid bushy shrubs, a tender melody, 

27 
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While the fond sheep came listening to his knee, 
Or, placid, lay upon the sward beside. 

Calm hours, and many, drifted. Time went by, 
While Godfrey and that other formed a bond 
Of friendship nearer than is oft achieved, 
Content each in his boy-friend's company, 
Unquestioning ; and peaceful evenings made 
The close of peaceful days. 

Yea, Time went by. 

There Godfrey learned to herd and tend the flock, 
To rear the lambs and keep them safely penned, 
(Guarded from prowling wolves or dangerous ills,) 
With ready touch to press the pastoral pipe, 
To knit a wattled fence, or, from the pools 
Plucking green rushes, plait a greeny couch — 
Ay, all such homely arts of shepherd folk. 
But, every morn, that other lad's fair sister — 
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A winsome child — brought from her hamlet-home 
A store of food. The upland path she took, 
Basket on arm, from far above espied, 
Joyfully greeted ere her step approached, 
And welcomed with loud shouts and merry cries. 
Thereafter all took hands upon the sward, 
Or Naomi went a-piping as she danced, 
For hers was music sweeter than wild honey, 
Her notes more dulcet-toned than is the tune 
Of robins, when from orchard garth they lilt 
One to another in the autumn glow. 
Nay, also made she for herself a song, 
And sang it on the emerald mountain-plain : 

' Dance and prance, my merry sheep ! 
Leap, my pretty lambkins, leap ! 
Where the wild thyme and white clover 
Carpet fields and hillocks over, 
Where the broad and verdant alleys 
Go a-winding to the valleys — 
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Dance and prance, my merry sheep ! 
Leap, my pretty lambkins, leap ! 

" Curvet, turn, and skip for joy, 
Pretty lambs, in happy ploy ! 
Whilst I on my pipe am fluting, 
Echo's gentlest nymphs recruiting, 
And the singing runnel passes 
Through the osiers and tall grasses — 
Curvet, turn, and skip for joy, 
Pretty lambs, in happy ploy ! 

" Rest at ease and feed at peace, 
Simple sheep of snowy fleece ! 
Feed at peace and sleep at leisure, 
Sunshine, moonshine, light your pleasure ! 
By my crook and care enfolden, 
In your velvet pasture holden — 
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Rest at ease and feed at peace, 
Sheep and lambs of snowy fleece ! " 

Next would she lightly fling herself adown, 

Her yellow locks yet fluttering in soft air, 

Her white throat panting still, her slender hands 

Dropping the reed to beat in unison 

With her two squires who trod their measured round. 

Next, all crouched low, their fair heads close, 

for wonder 
At elfish tales the village crones had taught, 
Till, with the mid-day, hunger waxed so keen 
As made their store of food seem small indeed, 
Though such young hearts grew no less blithe of 

mood. 

Thus through the summer days those shepherds 

three 
Went wandering o'er the smooth and grassy pasture 

3* 



GODFREY'S QUEST 

That lay embedded deep among the hills, 
In cool and windless places, where a stream 
Ran down, like threaded silver, from the heights. 
But at chill winter-time they found their way 
Toward sheltered hamlets, dwelling there awhile. 
So the two lads came closer bound as friends, 
Like unto brothers in kind fellowship. 

And Naomi — she who span the soft white wool — 
Made a warm coat for Godfrey's use, which he 
Wore joyously because it thus was made ; 
For, with the years, he grew to need her step, 
And yearn for greeting from her lucent eyes, 
And love the touch of her long yellow hair 
When some stray wind-breath flicked it 'gainst his 

cheek. 
Thus, as time went, less often to his mind 
Came in reproach the thought of Marjorie, 
More dim the faint remembrance pf her face; 
The Past was but the thumbed page of a book 
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Torn by a childish learner's careless hand — 
He, having mastered, would no more of it. 

But, sometimes yet, the sunset called to him, 

Though only seen in part amid the hills ; 

The red glow caught his breath, the flaming 

crags, 
Responsive from their vantage, bade his heart 
Beat in quick bounds, and, even as of old, 
His gipsy will rose fierce and strong of growth. 
He would go forth, unfettered of restraint ! 
And seek ... Ah ! then the depths of Naomi's 

eyes 
Seemed lakes wherein such fervour drowned itself, 
And all the world lay girdled by her hands, 
And all warm sunshine garnered in her hair, 
And all the lore that eager minds might crave 
Was surely stored betwixt her cherry lips ; 
And all alluring curves of hill and dale 
Were things of naught beside her girlish grace ; 
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The moon shone duller than her silver feet, 
as a rift of day-dawn beamed her smile ! 



Alas ! it chanced one morn that she must go 
Companioning her brother to a feast, 
And Godfrey, loosed of duty — for a herdsman, 
More trained than he, was bade to guard the 

flock- 
Wandered in searching of a greater height 
Than he was wont to breast, and, as he trod, 
Musing, his mind obsessed by formless dreams, 
He climbed to new and wondrous altitudes. 
Far, far below he left the grassy tract, 
Stained blue with gentian, left where, richly pied 
By myriad posies, stretched familiar fields. 
Ever the way grew rougher and more towered, 
Checking the rash intruder, who was fain 
To vault and take by force the natural bastions, 
Till, presently, in breathlessness, he paused, 
Gaining a pinnacle, from whence he viewed 
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The serried battlements of rock on rock 
Built up around him wide as eye could roam. 

Then, as of old, he thrilled for mad delight ! 
The great sun, journeyed through a primrose sky, 
Drew to his couch, and crimson pulsed the air, 
And red clouds broke against the flushing peaks. 
The distance failed beneath a violet pall, 
And, lower still, the valleys' greyish blur 
Clothed shape and detail in forgetfulness, 
While wreathing mist about the pastures curled. 
Then, through the flaming air, as questioner, 
Arose a distant clang of pious bells ; 
But Godfrey answered not — on, on he sped, 
The lurid light filling his heart and eyes. 
Away, beyond the mountains, to the West ! 
Away to ancient dreams and mutinous spells ! 
Let months and years sink back to nothingness, 
Like foam which stalwart swimmers strike and 
break 
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When through the waves they spy the yellow land ! 
So, with a glad cry, and his arms flung wide, 
Passed Godfrey once again to fateful quest. 



Lonely he wandered through the crowded town. 
Aimless he moved within a maze of streets, 
While every passer-by stared hard to see 
A strange youth of the hill, clad in rough skins, 
Wild-eyed, with matted hair and dusty feet. 
Long had he sojourned on the mountain side, 
Knowing scant shelter and still scantier food — 
Berries picked here and there, and next, perchance, 
A draught of milk at some poor herdsman's hut. 
Lastly, he reached the town ; such lofty walls 
And wealthy mansions had he ne'er beheld ! 
The faces — yea, each teeming ell of space 
Seemed peopled by a score of human forms, 
Hurrying hither, thither, not a look, 
Nor kindly hand outheld, nor gentle greeting 
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As 'twere: "Good day to thee — and art thou 

well? 
And didst thou leave thy friends in peace and 

health? 
Here is a new world, see — we welcome thee ! 
Enter with joy, as o'er a kinsman's threshold." 
No, no ! He was an outcast in the land. 

Yet — because man must work and earn his bread — 

He did himself apprentice for a term 

Unto a carpenter — though without pay, 

Still for free board, and bed, and homely clothing. 

He was a comely youth, tall, lithe, and strong, 

Willing to work and therefore seldom chidden, 

Albeit he was not dexterous with the tools, 

And chafed, as may a wild bird in a cage, 

Because of prisoning bars and cumbrous roofs, 

And tortuous labyrinth of narrow streets. 

A square blue patch of sky he could discern 

When o'er the bench he forward leaned and peered — 
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A square blue patch that gave enough of light 
(The master said) for labour's daily need, 
While more might but entice young eyes astray, 
And tempt young minds to dally in the mart 
Or pine for archers' pastime, tennis, bowls, 
And such-like follies and frivolities. 
Therefore a high-walled building made due fence. 

But Godfrey, when he earned an hour of ease, 
Sat dreaming in the gateway. Once, he begged 
Some colours from a hunchback whom he spied 
Constant at toil within a neighbouring hut — 
An aged craftsman who knew well the art 
(Learn'd, as he boasted, of a cloistered monk) 
To grind the powdered paints with oil of spike, 
Or other simples fresh from garden plots ; 
And Godfrey pleased him, so he taught the lad, 
Seeking no payment and no recompense. 
Thereafter, Godfrey loved to fleck the walls 
Of booth or workshop — whatsoe'er he neared — 
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With splash of chrome or madder, sunset visions 
By his fond fancy ever gorgeous-hued ; 
And often-times he daubed a golden sun, 
Whose rays, like arrows, darted right and left 
O'er purple hills and jaggfed crags and capes, 
The like of which the townsmen only knew 
At distance, and held cheaply, if indeed 
They priced such unproductive realms at all. 

Then, as his pictures grew, his comrades jeered : 

" Behold ! an artist — heav'n born — not as we 

Dull clods that fashion floors and beams, and 

build 
Cradle and gibbet for man's earthly use. 
Nay, he's a king ; his castle's in the air — 
See, here's the pattern of it ! Sir — my liege — 
We kneel, your faithful vassals ! When you flit 
Once more to claim that cloudy patrimony, 
May't please your Majesty we'll follow you. 
Your towers and battlements are gaily wrought ; 
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There sure hath no man need of tacks or glue, 
Hammer and chisel, pincers, rod, or rule : 
Ne'er shall we sweat, by irksome labour worn. 
Great King Vermilion, hearken, we entreat ! " 

But in his visions Godfrey dwelt apart, 

Speaking no word, so his tormentors stilled, 

Nudging each other as though half afraid, 

With shrug of shoulder, whispering sly and soft, 

And from his presence nothing loth to go. 

Until, one day, a fellow-prentice tried 

The tether of his humour over far, 

And Godfrey, blazing with a sudden heat, 

Speechless, in both arms lifted him, and threw 

him 
With vengeful force of fury to the ground. 
So may a fierce wind sudden fell a tree, 
Or hurl an avalanche from beetling heights. 

Prone lay the fellow, gave nor moan nor sigh. 
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"Shame, shame!" the others murmured, crowding 

close: 
" Dead ! he is dead ! " 

" Nay." 

" Yea." 

But Godfrey stept 
Out at the door with calm contemptuous air, 
Caring no tittle for his victim's hurt ; 
And strode out to the street, and thus beyond. 
Yet, as he went, a thin voice reached his ear : 
" Godfrey, return ! Boy, I am sick this noon — 
I cannot work — mine eyes are strained and 

blind. 
Thou, my good pupil, wield the tools for me ! " 



In vain the hunchback pleaded from his hut, 
While, as he cried, his dog ran joyful forth, 
Leaping to Godfrey ; Godfrey, with a kick, 
Received the creature, which, in yelping pain, 
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Stank back to where its aged master sat, 
tattied to earn no answer to his prayer. 

Away, away ! and onward far away, 
Through strange new lands, and realms of wilderness. 
Whore heath and moor for Nature's pathway served. 
Thus came that prentice-ship to sudden end, 
And once again turned Godfrey to new life, 
Keen as in boyhood with an old resolve, 
Although the mystic West lay scarce more near. 
Burthened by naught of goods or gold was he — 
Life was still fair, the heart within him young. 
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A fisher village lay upon the rocks, 

Grey-roofed, grey-walled, grey as the chafing sea. 

So low and poor the dwellings, and so nigh 

The ocean's turbulence, it surely seemed 

Each white-maned curling wave that struck inshore 

Must over-ride the very chimney-stacks, 

Leaving the broad strand bare for after-time. 

Yet, on a headland, crenelled round with tombs, 

A puny chapel, by the harbour marge, 

Stood in serene security, as though 

To such a calm and sacred altitude 

Might reach nor surge, nor stress, nor passion's moil; 

But here was peace for quick and dead alike. 

As Godfrey neared the hamlet, from the fields 
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Arose a fresh and briny scent, (out yon, 

The great nets, sea-dank still, were spread to dry,) 

And the blithe wind, with salt and clover blent, 

Lifted his hair and kissed him on the cheek ; 

So, with deep breaths of vivified content, 

He drew the cool draught to his burning lungs. 

And presently, as down the cobbled street 

He lightly trod — amazed at that new sight 

Of homesteads nigh a vast and watery plain 

The like of which his dreams had ne'er foretold, 

Whose foamed upheaval he not yet beheld 

Save with a fear by natural senses urged — 

He came unto a dwelling, lintelled low, 

Which stood apart, and was in slight degree 

Less abject than the rest. 

An old man sat 
Upon a bench, close by the shingle drift, 
Where red-fringed seaweed flecked the cabin step, 
And on the rubbled walls of his rude cot 
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Haddock and herring hung in salted lines. 
There, bowed and bent, he sat, and deftly worked 
A shuttle in and out his corded nets, 
Mending where weighty takes had strained the mesh, 
And burst the ply; while, from his cumbering 

task 
Strong pitchy odours rose to foul the air. 



Within the doorway, sheltered by the gloom, 
A woman stood, slow rocking to and fro 
A sleeping babe, swaddled in woollen rags. 
Pale was her face, bloodless as 'twere a ghost's, 
Vacant and mindless, but her wondrous eyes, 
Lucent and soft, brown as the brown sea-wrack, 
Gazed tenderly from under shaggy brows, 
And her low voice, that was as mellow deep 
As some cathedral bell o'er sounding dunes, 
Crooned to her babe weird rhythmic lullabies ; 
And Godfrey hearkened, seeing, not yet seen. 
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1 Little boy baby, 
little baby boy, 
Thou art my darting, 
Thou art my joy. 

Sweet, cling thou closer 
To breast or knee, 
So I can tell thee 
What was once told to me. 

High in the sky 
There waits a white star, 
Till Lady Moon 
Mounts in her car. 

There baby clouds 
Dance round in a ring 
From lofty tree-tops 
The wild birds sing. 
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" Sighing tree-branches 
Call to the moon : 
' Prithee climb here to us, 
Shine on us soon.' 

" Rocking tree-branches 
Shout through the air : 
' We guard the forest ; 
Who goes there ? ' 

" Says the moon to the town-folk : 
' Put out your light ; 
I am come to play watchman. 
Good-night, good-night ! ' " 

Then, suddenly, as Godfrey drew anear, 
" What wilt thou ? " cried the old man, starting fierce. 
About his ankles wreathed the nets, a robe 
That granted him most kingly height and mien. 
"What seek'st thou here? Hence, worthless vaga- 
bond, 
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Mocking, perchance, our humble toil and pain ! 
We need thee not, then trouble not our lives ! 
We have no pence to press into the hand 
Of one who in his idleness would eat 
The hard-earned bread of bitter poverty." 

But Godfrey : " Trust me, for I fain would work 
Likewise ; right gladly. Pray you, let me rest — 
Dole me some food — 111 pay you by-and-by 
With sinewy strokes of these my willing arms, 
That are not quite unlearn'd of carpentry, 
Nor yet of sundry other handicrafts. 
If this wide space of eddying silver be, 
As I do think, the sea, then let me bide 
Awhile a novice, master, 'neath your roof, 
Learning the lore of sea-craft, and of all 
That should become a brave seafaring man." 

"Yea, he hath spoken well," the woman said, 
And held her babe at arms' length, as to read 
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Within its puny mask some wise refrain, 
Echoing her thought. " Yea, he hath spoken well. 
Father, I would that he might lodge with us. 
And then — perchance —when homeward sails the 
boat ..." 

"Have thy will, daughter," sighed the old man, 

meek 
Unto her every whim, as though he were 
The younger and the gentler of the twain ; 
Then she, with smiles more sad than tears, went in, 
Beneath the shadowy rafters of the hut, 
For some poor food to give the wayfarer. 
Yet, as she went, they heard her softly croon : 



" Last night, as I walked in the blue moonlight, 

I heard the forest birds sing, 
And one wailed: 'Alas! for my heart's sore with 
grief, 
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I have seen a so pitiful thing : 
A brave bonny ship and a dark cruel reef- 



But another piped: 'Nay, I must home to my 

mate; 
She is lone in the nest, and the hour groweth late.' 



" Last night, as I stood on the broad grey moor, 

I heard the plovers' wild cry, 
And one mourned : ' Alas ! for the ship and the crew 
That sailed to the north star to die ; 

A ship and her crew, all good men and true ' 

But another shrieked : ' Nay, there's green grass on 

the leas, 
And the keen wind blows sweet from storm-laden 
seas.' 



( Last night, I could hear by the garden's low wall 
The house-martins twitter and cheep ; 
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And one moaned: 'Alas! for the women who 

crowd 

To the pierhead to shudder and weep. 

Yon ship is a grave, and her sail is a shroud ' 

But another chirped : ' Under the thatch I lie warm, 
And my young ones and I will keep safe from all 

harm.'" 

Swift, o'er the old man's face, as 'twere a veil, 
Spread a grey tinge of sorrow — Such the look 
The living wear who, tremulous, lift a sheet 
To gaze upon the face of dear ones dead. 



Thus then did Godfrey bide, while years waxed many, 
Piled up as are some darkling mounds of weed, 
By flux high on the sea-strand duly laid — 
A chaplet green of yore, grown grim and dry. 
For in that sombre home youth fossilized, 
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Hope was a phantom, gaiety turned to pain, 
Thoughts, blithe as rosebuds, withered on their stem. 
Oft-whiles it seemed, as in some fitful dream, 
That Time and Life were bound secure and fast, 
In some strong snare, held by the harbour's crook 
For handcuff. Fisher boats went daily forth, 
Returning, on parole — their russet sails 
Ready to loosen, dropping from the mast 
Beneath some unseen warder's eye severe — 
Then, ranged in rows, they tarried for new tides. 
Ay, old and sere grew Godfrey 'mong his tasks, 
Taking the sea but seldom, weaving nets 
For other folk to use, or building skiffs 
For others' sailing ; so his back grew bowed, 
Knotted his hands, his forehead stern and furrowed, 
And his spare limbs less active than of yore. 

He was a man of but few words. The babe 

That grew to be a child, and next a youth 

Of strange sad ways and strange sad dusky eyes — 
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Whose mother in the fax time crooned sad songs 
To lull his babyhood — he, silently, 
Lonely himself, companioned Godfrey now, 
Because that mother, when her babe was reared, 
Grew weary of the meagre joys of life, 
And called so oft on Death he came at last, 
Making his grey wings pillow for her head. 

Just ere she died, she spake, half-dreaming : "Godfrey, 
Methinks thou lov'st my son — my little son — 
To thee I leave my heart's most precious treasure, 
Mine only riches — keep and train him well — 
My father's gone, now surely must I die. 
Hark ! Yester-night my true love sailed away ! 
Knee-deep in surf I ran to go with him 
Far as might be. Like to a feathered arrow, 
His swift boat shot from out the harbour's curve ; 
The white moon gleamed upon the swelling wave : 
c To-morrow, ay, to-morrow — ' yet his voice 
Rings in mine ears — ' I'll kiss thee, dear, to-morrow.' 
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So rides the sound ; I hear it in the calm, 

When stilly blue the cold sea lies asleep, 

I hear it o'er the wracking of the storm, 

When wind and wave in conflict meet and strike, 

And round the headland comes that fearsome roar 

We wives of fishers learn to hold in dread." 

Thus then did Godfrey bide, nor counted years, 
But dwelt as one that's girdled by a spell, 
Nor wills to break the chain, nor haply could, 
But lives from day to day, from hour to hour, 
Only content because not discontent. 
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Until one day — it was a summer's day — 
Godfrey had wearied of his daily toil. 
Idling he stood, scarce knowing what he sought. 
All purposeless he loosed a knot of ropes ; 
Thereby unmoored a boat himself had built ; 
Soon stept therein, and, listless, took the oars, 
So plied around the harbour's narrowness, 
Circling with slow and undefined intent. 

Then, sudden, in his mind arose desire 
To own once more the guidance of his fate, 
And swift unto the harbour's mouth he steered, 
Nor weighed his reasons, nay, nor gave a thought 
To that expediency which rules men's deeds ; 
But only saw the wide and azure sea, 
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And only cared for gliding of his craft, 
And slid and slid upon a mere of glass 
With new and sweet delight of liberty, 
Till he had sped a mile, or two, or three, 
Till the tall lighthouse dwarfed to scarce an ell, 
And all the homely landmarks of the coast, 
Receding from his gaze, were merged in mist. 
Gone were the rocks which he so oft had trod, 
Gone the thin masts of fishing smacks at rest, 
And shrunk the sandy hills that stretched above 
The hollow where he knew the hamlet lay, 
Grey-roofed and sleeping, by the silent shore. 

Now was it as though once again his eyes, 
Long blind-folded, re-opened to the light. 
The past was riven, he moved alone and free. 
That grand aloneness filled his heart with joy — 
Joy, as strong wine, that mounted to the brain. 
Aloud he laughed. It mattered not he laughed — 
He was alone and free — so bravely free 
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The very earth no longer touched his feet. 
He held his open palms outstretched and high, 
Thus they might taste the welcome of the air, 
Letting the oars lie useless in the boat, 
Nor heeding whither he might drift away. 
And while he drifted thus, the sun went down. 

First was there spread a path of molten gold, 

Athwart the broad plain of the sapphire sea : 

Thereon the boat, as 'twere a straw, was drawn 

To ride in all effulgence for a time, 

While every dancing wavelet of the main 

Was tipped with mimic plumes of burnished gold, 

And gold en-mot ed teemed the lambent air. 

Then round the boat's prow went a whisper forth. 
The wild nymphs of the deep began to sing 
Their slumbrous runes and wooings metrical, 
Holding the odorous breath of summer-tide 
Spell-silenced, while to him, the dreamer — he 
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Whose eyes were heavy though his soul grew light — 
Spake those weird sisters from deceitful caves : 

" Come to us, come ! O hither, hither, come ! 
Droop to our arms, the slender arms we lift, 
Bearing our lovers to the wan sea-depth ! 
There will we make thy bed, on cool sea-sprays 
More sweet than is grey lavender, more fraught 
With passionate dream-idylls than bestows 
Earth-nurtured love. Heart laid on heart we'll sleep 
Beneath the lofty coral roofings, built 
More vast and rich than any palace dome. 
There lustred shells mosaic floors outdo, 
And swift sea-urchins bear their lamplight pale 
For our good usage, while from conches far 
Floats music, where the pensive mermen drone." 

As yet the wild choir sang, strange creatures rose, 
Thronging about the boat : huge dolphins, whales, 
Sharks, dread leviathans of an ocean world, 
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Speckled of body with wide long-toothed throats, 

And slimy serpents, and quaint half-winged fish, 

Or birds with gills and fins and fishes' eyes, 

Sharp beaks, and thick-webb'd feet, and strangled flight. 

Then down the golden path armed warriors paced, 

Their harness darting out refulgent rays, 

And in their hands peaked lances of pure gold. 

But all the while, deep-fathomed in the sea, 

The syrens called, and mocking rose the lilt, 

To soothe itself again to somnolence, 

While ever and anon a white arm flashed 

Betwixt the curvet of the restless waves, 

And laughing eyes and luring lips lured on 

Toward the red splendour of the sunset realm. 

Last, hooded twilight, like some friar austere, 
Bade all disperse, exorcised till the dawn. 
The quivering gold slipt into argent ; sudden, 
In shrouding dusk, the pageant faded quite. 
Still, still, the shallow craft skimmed o'er the main, 
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And drew its captive on through ghost-like clouds, 
Through heavy dews and blinding ocean spray, 
Where mirk and billows warred in close embrace. 

Then did a cruel terror grip his throat, 
For o'er that pathless sea he held no clue ; 
And he, who fain had been alone, lost sense, 
And, gibbering, quaked for very loneliness. 

There came a time — he could not mark the time — 
It was at dawn — a great ship loomed in sight, 
And voices hailed him, whence he could not tell. 
So he, nigh swooned for hunger, parched with thirst, 
Was picked up, wild-eyed, plucked from ocean's grasp, 
His garments soiled and rent, and, in his speech, 
Stammering as might a babe, because of late 
He'd seen Death at the rudder of his boat, 
Who lonelier makes all human solitude, 
While yet more fearsome seemed the unmeasured 
deep, 
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Where none but helmsman Death might steer aright. 
Ay, surely, Death crouched close, with grisly hand 
Holding an awesome chart of spectral seas — 
Death, to whom fields and oceans are alike, 
His stepping-stones the hills, his paths the winds, 
Whose tread is sure in sunshine or in dark, 
Knowing no barriers and no hindrances. 

Upon the deck of that great ship they laid 
The fainting form brought from the derelict. 
Nay, but the man should live — he raved anon, 
And told them many a broken frenzied tale, 
How that, alas ! in long and anxious quest 
He missed, yet scarce had missed, a wondrous goal : 
The flaming gates, the palace of the King. . . . 
Whereat they tended him, and bled him free, 
Nor smiled lest they should grieve a brain distraught. 
Then, presently, with passing of the days, 
He grew more silent and more calm, albeit 
A burthen of much sadness crushed his soul, 
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Clouding his voice and eyes. A wraith, he moved 
Among the men that worked and laughed and 

sang; 
And when, at the first port, they landed him, 
They breathed more gladly in that he was gone. 



Along the quays went Godfrey, sauntering slow, 

Beside the giant harbour thick with masts, 

Like leafless trees, that gently swayed, outlined 

Against a limpid amber-tinted sky. 

And here the divers folk passed to and fro : 

A gaudy crowd of varied dress and air — 

Men of strange speech, uncouth, some fair, some 

dark, 
Sailors, brown-skinned, from many a land overseas, 
Pedlars who plied a noisy trade, and clerks 
Bustling from place to place, fat citizens, 
(Sleek, well-to-do, their money writ on brow,) 
And mincing dames, and comely girls — sweet chits 
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That viewed the scene as but a joyous mart 
Decked out with mirth and blossoming with hope, 
Holding no more of want or troublousness 
Than leavened for their sight all worldly hives. 

There Godfrey lingered, hearkening to the din 
Born from heart-throbs of that vast multitude, 
Seeking for his own heart a brief repose. 
There — among bales and chests of merchandise, 
High-laden trucks, and waggons filled with stores, 
Barrels, planks, ropes, and packs of mighty girth, 
Yet but a stone's throw from the line of crowd — 
He sat, watching the people on their way, 
Best pleased by children's laughter, or the songs 
Of vagrant traders touting for their goods : 



THE BIRD SELLER. 

" Parrots, linnets, finches, 

See my motley throng ! 
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Talking birds 
For merry wards, 
And singing birds for song. 

Pretty birds of every feather, 
Fit and ripe for cage or tether, 
Conures, lories, and hoopoes, 
Rosy-crested cockatoos — 
Hark to the canaries 
With their musical vagaries ! 

" Parrots, linnets, finches, 
Here's my motley throng ! 
Talking birds 
For merry words, 
And singing birds for song. 



" Redhead tells us verses, 
Bluewing screams out curses, 
Scarletbeak is wondrous tame, 
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Just the toy to please a dame, 
Longtail carols day and night through, 
Knowing that he must delight you. 

" Parrots, linnets, finches, 
See my motley throng ! 

Talking birds 

For merry words, 
And singing birds for song." 



THE WATERCRESS SELLER. 

" Who'll buy my watercress ? fresh and cool — 
Gathered at dawn in a crystal pool — 
Near the river a-glimmer 
With quiver and shimmer — 
Come buy my watercress, fresh and cool ! 

" There — where the moor-hen builds her nest, 
There — where the nixie creeps to rest, 
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Where the kingfisher darts like a flash for his 

prey, 
And the heron skims low on his stately way, 
Where green flags rock on a lake of gold, 
And fields of forget-me-not buds unfold — 
Near the river a-glimmer 
With quiver and shimmer — 
'Twas gathered at dawn in a crystal pool — 
Watercress, watercress, fresh and cool ! 
Who'll buy my watercress, fresh and cool ! " 



THE CAKE SELLER. 

" Cakes hot and cakes cold, 
Cakes not a morning old, 
Cakes and rolls and buns and pies, 
Cakes of every shape and size — 
Come, my dainty little miss, 
Pray you try a taste of this ! 
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Now, my merry master, choose ! 
Ne'er a penny I refuse." 



THE METAL VENDOR. 

" Pots and pans ! pots and pans ! 
Pewter jugs and copper cans ! 
Who'll buy my pretty pans ? " 



THE CAKE SELLER. 

" Cakes hot and cakes cold, 
Cakes ne'er a morning old, 
Gingerbread and girdle-cakes — 
Better stuff no baker bakes. 
Cakes hot and cakes cold, 
Cakes not a morning old, 
Cakes cold and cakes hot — 
An' it please you, take the lot ! " 
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THE HURDY-GURDY ? LAYER. 

" O my heart is fain, wheresoever I go, 
For the hills of ice, and the fields of snow, 
For the watery plumes that tumble and flow 
Toward pastures green in our vales below — 
Via, zfld, j'sut's un pauvre vieux ! 
Hi % mon gentil singe, allons I 
Viens danser un peu ! 

" O my heart is fain and my heart is sore 
For the torrent's rush and the fir-woods' roar, 
For the wintry nights with their elfin lore, 
And the children's faces I'll see no more — 
Vlb, v*la,fsuis un pauvre vieux ! 
Hi, mon gentil singe, allons 1 
Viens danser un peu / " 
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THE BALLAD MONGER. 

" Marika goes into the garden — 

Marika the fair — 
Her eyes are like onyx for swarthness, 

And blue-black her hair ; 
Her voice is like rippling of water, 

Or sighing of trees ; 
Her voice is as sweet as the honey 

Of mountain-bred bees. 



" Marika goes into the garden — 

Marika the fair — 
She stays not for scarlet pomegranate 

Aflame in warm air, 
For myrtle, or fig-tree, or almond, 

Or apple that glows, 
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But lingers to 'broider her kerchief 
In shade of the rose. 



" On the bush of red rose is a songster, 

A nightingale sweet. 
( Come, strike we a bargain, Marika : 

My wings and my feet 
If yours be the song that is sweeter. 

If mine prove more rare, 
You shall give unto me for due portion 

The wealth of your hair/ 



4« 



They sang till the day fell to evening, 
They sang the night long ; 

And sweet was the nightingale's ditty, 
Yet sweeter the song 

That Marika sang there in the garden — 
Marika the fair, 
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Whose eyes are like onyx for swarthness, 
And blue-black her hair. 



" Then pleaded the bird : c O Marika — 

Marika the fair — 
Prithee clip not my feet nor my pinions ! 

Have mercy, and spare ! 
At home are my three pretty fledglings, 

I fain would keep two ; 
But let me away and I'll promise 

The youngest to you.' 



" ' Away then, thou brown-feathered songster, 

With carol so sweet ! 
Now grace will I give thee, and pardon 

Of wings and of feet ; 
Yet twain of thy babes shalt thou bring me 

From out thine own nest — 
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Yea, one in the dawn to awake me, 
One to lull me to rest.' " x 



But, on that evening — ay, that self-same eve — 
As Godfrey sat amid the mart and quays, 
He spied a ship ride from the harbour mouth, 
Out to the open; fully spread her sheets, 
And dark her hull against the golden West. 
Straightway an ancient glamour conquered him, 
And shook his soul with longings infinite. 
A burning haze obsessed his eyes ; it was 
As though some mystic power were drawing him, 
And voices called that would not be gainsaid. 

Just then, there elbowed him a burly salt, 
The captain of a frigate that should sail, 
Freighted with goods, at breaking of next dawn. 
A smile, a word, a handshake, and a nod — 

1 A Bulgarian legend. 

7 6 



GODFREY'S QUEST 

Swift was the bargain struck between the twain. 
Thus once again did Godfrey taste new life. 
Again, the Past was blotted from his brain. 
Gone, gone was Youth, what then? For sure, 

a man 
Until his latest moment pulls the strings 
That bid his Future like a puppet dance, 
And Destiny's but what his will decrees ! 



Fast sped the vessel ; westward lay her road. 
It seemed as she must race the golden orb 
That with each evening dropt, eluding her, 
Through the high heaven, below blue edge of 
seas. 



From perfumed isles the flower-crowned natives 

came, 
With gifts of spice, and gum, and coral spars, 
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With clash of cymbals, and soft thud of drums, 
Their dusky figures crowding on the shore, 
Glad welcome given in sweet and languorous song. 
And there awhile in dalliance stayed the ship. 

Again — months gone — she sailed upon her way, 

While ne'er a soul dreamed danger or disaster. 

Athwart the waters of that quiet realm, 

She passed, as flits a swift far-reaching thought 

O'er the calm ocean of philosophy 

To widening plains of unknown enterprise. 

But ah ! one night — a clear and torrid night — 
The glassy main mirrored the radiant moon. 
There had been mirth and music on the deck, 
Dancing and merriment — now all was still, 
And in their hammocks many slumbered well. 
A shock, a grinding crash — the quivering ship 
Reeled from the reef — then lo ! an awful swish 
Of water pouring through her gaping wound ! 
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Then but few instants ere the treacherous deep 
Was peopled with such helpless human forms 
As sought to swim for life, but were sucked down 
In that vast eddy at the frigate's bow. 
Thick grew the air with frenzied dying cries ; 
Man after man, despairing, sank to death. 
But Godfrey, clinging to some floating plank, 
Held fast, and crept up close, as on a raft, 
And thus was borne away he knew not where ; 
Then senseless lay, outcast and lone once more. 
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When life returned, he deemed as he were dead, 

So new the scene that met his opening eyes. 

Pillowed he was, his body softly held 

By shelving iridescent sand, whereon 

Receding waves left fringe of coral dust, 

And shells like wind-blown rose-leaves, glistening wet 

'Twixt bubbles of clear foam about his feet. 

A chain of cliffs, that backed the sandy coast, 

Loomed cold and hoary, towering to great height, 

Shewing no verdure, nay, nor tufted growth ; 

But here and there a solitary palm 

Stood out forlorn upon some cragg&d ridge — 

An upraised landmark for the pathless sea. 

Close by the shipwrecked man there knelt a form— 
An aged figure — one, whose snowy beard 
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Flowed to his waist — a being, thinly clad 

In vaporous grey garments trailing loose, 

Who seemed to hail from some far spirit-land, 

His eyes sunk deep, his aspect dolorous. 

He spake no word, but knelt immoveable, 

Till, when he saw that Godfrey, quivering, breathed, 

Sudden, he raised a gaunt arm heavenward, 

As though in grateful mood, yet all the while 

His right hand pressed he tightly on his heart 

To him turned Godfrey, questioning, whereat 
That strange one answered : " Friend, thou'rt come 

to us, 
The reason of it we nor know nor ask ; 
But count thee welcome. " 

Then, as Godfrey cried, 
" Where am I ? where ? " from out some hidden path 
Below the cliffs, behold ! there drew in sight 
Processioned figures, wan and spectre-like, 
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Men, women, shadows slowly drifting by, 
Whose dusky draperies, fluttering in the air, 
Shrouded their movements as with sombre haze ; 
And each that passed held hand on heart, and each 
Inertly trod, and each was sad of face. 

Again then Godfrey questioned, more afraid 
Than had he met a headsman's panoply ; 
And his companion, grave of voice, replied : 
" All whom thou seest have in their earlier lives 
By act or speech wrought some unkindly deed, 
Not known perchance, and yet so sharp of sting 
The wound hath sapped another nobler life. 
Thus are they cast up on our barren shore 
To dwell awhile." 

" Awhile, awhile ? And then ? " 

41 Long silence and remorse are ours. To-day 
I speak to thee ; I shall not dare again, 
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Lest that I lengthen my probation years. 

Brother, when patience is all-perfected, 

A white ship sails upon the morning light 

To anchor here — we know not when — and some 

Are called, and taken from our midst, to pass 

As purer men into a purer world ; 

Or haply to an earlier life return — 

Their space of sojourn but a transient dream." 

Was this a dream ? Nay, nay. Days halted by, 
Lagging as when fond lovers wait ; and Godfrey 
Roamed all the doleful heights, where grew no flower* 
No creature dwelt, nor insect furled its wings, 
Or crept or crawled among the blistered stones, 
And, in the fissures, prickly cactus bulged 
To build a scraggy hedge for nothingness. 
Oft-times, in sullen temper, he reviewed 
Past life : boy's dawning, youth, and manhood, lost 
As though an idle spendthrift's hand had poured 
Wine on the arid regions where he stood. 
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Yet, senseless anger ruled his vengeful heart. 
He fought 'gainst fate aloud, in bitterness, 
Or, silent, fiercely gnawed the ropes that held 
His raging impotence in mystic thrall. 
And when the sun sank to the cliffs, and left 
The sky flushed red, while all else fell to dark, 
He clenched his hands, he shrilly cried, and cursed 
Again and yet again his cruel doom, 
The cooping land, the wide and shipless sea, 
And, more than all, those weird and stilly folk, 
Flitting as shadows in their shadowy clefts — 
The pale right hand of each upon his heart. 

• ••••• 

He slept. It was a sultry thunderous day. 
The heated air, scorching as desert dust, 
Hung heavy on the thirsty scarps and steeps. 
In umbrage of high rocks he lay and dreamed ; 
And, in that trance-like dream, the hot air cooled, 
As though a zephyr, heav'n-sent, fanned his brow. 
It seemed his eager breath sweet smells inhaled, 
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And wondrous ease his every sense informed. 
With eyes content he gazed, and spied afar 
Upon the glittering main a snow-white speck 
That grew, and grew, and slowly floated near — 
A ship with silver sails poised light and full. 
And soon, nigh to the marge she drew, and stayed 
(Yet might he not awake, nor stir his limbs.) 
Intent he watched from vantage heights — below, 
Close to the wave-bound shore, the vessel rocked — 
Scarce, scarce she rocked, the white sea lay so 

still. 
(Yet might he not awake.) 

Then all at once, 
From many a deep rift of the beetling range, 
A company of grey-clad forms thronged forth, 
Hasting to reach the surf, and stride, and wade ; 
Thus three or four from out the sombre band 
Were gathered to the ship, and, at the prow, 
Stood high and sang, most sweet of word and voice, 
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Who ne'er had sung. The which when Godfrey 

heard, 
He woke, and turned with wrench of struggling limbs. 
Behold ! the dream was truth. His pulse beat fast. 
He sobbed a quick farewell to prison thralls. 
Yonder lay Liberty. O gift divine ! 
O glorious Life ! He rushed adown the steep, 
Leaping from rock to rock. 

But, as he went, 
Alas ! the white ship drifted from the shore, 
Outward, where white clouds lay on waters white ; 
And, ere his feet had gained the sandy space, 
Before him lay a mere of dazzling glass, 
Whereon no vessel rode or near or far. 

Then burst he forth in swift rebuke and rage, 
With senseless threats, and idle blows, to smite 
The weird companions of his exiled years. 
Had they not left him, held by slumbrous chain, 
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In loneness impotent, forsaken quite ? 
They answered not ; eluding him, they slid, 
As do the wreathing mists on heathy dunes, 
To vague thin shapes of ghostliness, and slowly, 
Fading obscure, they sought their ambushed haunts, 
While new despair fell heavy on his breast 

• • • • • . 

High on a cliff, upon the jutting ledge, 
There grew a palm — a green but stunted palm — 
That, by fond fancies cherished isolate, 
Oft Godfrey held for reflex of himself. 
An emblem of his bitter fate, it waved 
Weak fronds to east and west, and seemed to plead, 
With unavailing hope in solitude, 
Unto the callous rocks and flinty stones. 
Downcast its head whene'er the drought was great, 
Quivering for joy of dew to rise refreshed, 
And, like its counterpart, with new-found strength 
Lifting an angry brow, as though to war 
'Gainst unseen powers and shackling tyrannies. 
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Beneath that shade did Godfrey oft-times sit 
Likening his heart unto the lonely tree, 
And shedding, unashamed, fierce fiery tears. 

Yet once — as thus he crouched, with half-closed 
eyesj 

From which the sullen ire slow oozed and dropt, 
With hands clenched hard for helplessness of 

wrath, 
With bitter words though none were by to hear — 
There slowly neared a strange and rushing sound. 
That grew to noise tumultuous, metrical, 
As of a flooded river, and the air 
Grew cold for wind, and a vast shadow, denser 
Than was the palm's, sudden environed him. 
Then, gazing up, awe-smitten, he beheld 
A giant bird that swooped and circled low, 
A mighty eagle, whose wide pinions, spread, 
Dwarfed the green tree, and laid far-reaching dark 
Upon the naked greyness of the cliff, 
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The while its head reared proudly to the sun, 
With rounded eyes that deigned not blink or shift, 
But stared in golden lustre unafraid. 

Then cried out Godfrey, passionate in haste : 
" O take me hence, thou glorious conqueror, 
Far from this grovelling earth, where I must die ! 
Shall I not touch at last my heart's desire ? 
Lean down thy gracious wing, so I may climb, 
And with thee mount unto the Sun-King's realm." 

Yea : ere the rash words scarce had left his lips, 
The wondrous eagle stayed, well-poised and still ; 
And Godfrey flung an arm about its neck, 
Leaping astride, and, joyous, left the rock — 
Dared not to speak, but knew himself in flight. 
Soon, soon below, the mountains lay as plains, 
The broad sea spread to mist, the parted clouds 
On either side dropt swiftly from his view, 
While the keen ether bade his pulses thrill. 
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Hard came the rider's breath, who yearned to 

shout 
For very dizziness of throbbing life, 
As, upward yet, he travelled to the sun. 
" Now, now," he cried, " now may I reach my goal I 
I'll ride the sunbeams, tame the fiery steeds, 
And steer my chariot through the golden fields ! " 

Yet, as he mounted, waxed the glare more hot, 
And every molten ray blazed like a sword, 
That, gleaming, clave his eyelids with sharp pain. 
He held no saving shield ; he durst not loose 
His clasping fingers from the eagle's throat 
To clothe his eyes awhile ; he sought to gaze, 
As did his mighty palfrey, unabashed, 
At the vast splendour of the glowing orb 
Whose magic set his very soul aflame, 
And drew him on by fierce relentless power. 
But, while he looked, a yet more burning shaft 
Scorched him betwixt the brows, in very core 
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Or iris of his strained dilated eyes, 
So crushed him in that instant 

Thus his hand 
Unlocked, and, powerless, straightened to his side, 
As, swooning, from the creature's back he slipt, 
Stone-like, to earth. He fell, and yet he fell. 
Betwixt the blueness and the clouds he fell. 
The mighty eagle sailed upon its course, 
The sun shone on the land — but Godfrey fell, 
Helpless and maimed, struck blind for evermore. 

And when again he breathed, but guessed his fate, 
By sorrowing distraught, he made his moan, 
And mourned him, unavailing, while the hours 
Stretched through the darkness to unending dark. 

" Sightless ! Ah, nevermore to see the sun ! 
To dwell in moonless, starless, utter night, 
Like to a mole that tunnels through the earth, 
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Nor clamours for sweet light and space of realm 
Sightless ! Ne'er to behold a tender face, 
To pluck a rose and not appraise its bloom, 
To hear a voice but watch no smiling lips, 
To talk of love but know no answering look ! 

" Sightless ! the purple gathers on the hills, 
The glow spreads o'er the sea — I view them not. 
Now comes Death's blackness ere the years grow 

sere, 
And leaves drop from the garland of my life, 
So Winter builds a snowdrift round my days — 
Alas, alas, alas ! for I am blind. 
The great sun mocks me in that I am blind. 
His touch is hot, his fingers reach my heart, * 
Yet cannot warm mine eyes to sight again. 
Ye blessed nerves, that spanned the earth and sky 
With optic strength, north, south, and east and west, 
Why are ye blistered, withered ? Smitten in youth 
As be some reckless lads to battle sent, 
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Destroyed in prime, and buried sadly soon, 
Their light extinguished, in oblivion tombed. 

" Sightless ! ah, nevermore to see the sun ! 
Colour — true music of the eyes — is hushed, 
Form — rhythmic poem of the soul — is lost 
Then let me also, fading, pass from hence, 
Travelling to Hades, where the hapless ghosts 
Need no keen vision as was earth's delight. 
Nay, is life more to them that may not see 
Than are rich gems to men of empty purse ? 
Alas ! I'm poor indeed, for I am blind." 

He shouted — but no answer reached his ear. 

Again he called — his pent-up strength rang out — 

Only the mocking echo of the rocks 

Gave back his cry, gave back those anguished notes 

That lingered, resonant from cave to cave, 

Ebbing to silence. Yet again he called. 

It seemed the sky for charity must hear. 
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Where had he fallen? Through that mirk, his 

hand — 
His one free hand — clawed at a rugged floor, 
Scraping the stone that walled him cruel close — 
Some ledge, perchance — a shelf of mighty cliffs 
Whose dizzy heights he nevermore should climb, 
Exploring them. This surely, then, was Death, 
Slow, torturing Death, in sightless solitude ; 
Though still — his ear to earth — he could discern 
The lap of tuneful waves on sandy lines, 
And, with the fan of warm air on his face, 
He knew where stretched the sea, and whence the 

wind. 
This, then, should prove the manner of his death : 
Athirst, alone — he had deserved his fate ! 
As of a knife, the stab of quick remorse 
Cleft to his very soul. Ay, men had died, 
Ere this, for country's sake, for love, for friends, 
For that sweet prize of prizes, honour — and 
For God, haply for simple words and truths 
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That built the creed whereon they staked their all. 
What fame was his ? what guerdon had he earned? 
What noble deed or thought had been the soil 
Whereon his house of life stood strongly built ? 

And yet the sea moaned languid in his ears 

As though to sorrow with his sorrowed heart ; 

The wind rose keen and beat him on the brow — 

Ay, men have died ere this in solitude. 

For country's sake, for wife, for friend, for child. . . . 

Yea, as he lay — maimed, bleeding, sorrowing, blind — 
A face, long blotted by the crowding years, 
Grew sudden clear unto his mental gaze. 
He seemed to scent fresh clover and wild thyme, 
And see her, wading barefoot in the stream 
At his command — with laughter glancing back, 
Shaking the dark locks from her rosied face, 
When the rough breeze, that played a merry third 
Would so permit. Nay, yonder in the copse, 
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The thrushes lilt, high o'er the carpeting 

Of bluebell and wan primrose where she treads ! 

" O Marjorie ! O little brown-faced child, 

A woman in thy selfless tenderness, 

Through all these years thou'rt ever yet a child ! " 

He sighed ; again the stage of his sick mind 
Was filled with motley sights and spectral forms. 
On mountain slopes there danced a slender 

maid 
Whose gentle eyes brimmed in their sad reproach. 
Fain had he stretched a hand to bid her stay, 
But 'gainst his cheek the yellow hair struck wet, 
As from his gaze she danced into the mist ; 
While nearer yet the loud sea beat and moaned — 
He heard it well as down the bay it moaned — 
Then from the harbour leaped a fisher boat, 
That scarce could weather surf and stress of gale. 
Next, a pale woman laid upon his arm 
The boy she loved — an instant, and she died. 

99 



MMMMM&a 



GODFREY'S QUEST 

No silence yet ; a mocking chorus rang : 
"Vermilion, King Vermilion shalt thou be ! 
We are thy vassals ! " Hark ! amid the din 
The hunchback's voice that pleaded anxiously : 
" Godfrey, return, I'm smitten sick to-day ! " 
But, in a trice, behold ! the man deformed 
Was Death, a shepherd, driving spectral wolves, 
Lean-flanked, for pasture on the arid scarp . . . 

And Godfrey cried aloud. 

Ay, men have died, 
In pain and dark, alone, far, far from home — 
By hunger or by thirst the last breath torn 
From out their heart — yet known no grievous 

sting 
Of death like that of wastrel life recalled. 
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Whose was the voice that whispered at his 

side? 
" The white ship waits thee; brother, come, embark! 11 

" Nay, but I cannot see. Ah, I have sinned ! 
For me the world is black and seared by pain/' 

" The white ship waits thee. Blind, yet may'st thou 

hear. 
The white ship waits thee. Sightless, thou canst 

walk." 
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I am not worthy." 



" None are counted so. 
Hark ! for swift oars beat on our shallow waves, 
And gentle messengers will guide thee hence. 
The world within thy breast is warm with light. 
Though outer stars are dead to thee, and hopes 
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And bold ambitions quenched for evermore, 
A nobler nature strives within thy soul ; 
Thou didst not heed it, harsh to beat it down — 
Thine eyes' desire o'erthrew it — Brother, come." 



M 



I am not worthy." 
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Nay, the white ship waits." 
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Some days there be when Summer, grown to 

eld, 
For frolic takes young Autumn by the hand. 
The happy twain go wander through the fields 
Where harvesters are sheaving golden grain ; 
They track the wooded hillside, where the 

beech 
Too soon shall wave his russet pennon high ; 
And Autumn, gleeful, lays a ripening touch 
On plums and apples in the orchard garth, 
But Summer sighs because her roses droop, 
While long ago the lily-bells grew sere. 
And yet, above the dewy meadows' green 
Skim swallows, heedless of the coming time 
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When on the red barn-roofs they'll perch in rows 
To plan a toilsome voyage to the South. 

On such a day it was that Godfrey neared 
His boyhood's home. The very air was sweet 
With wholesome scents, and filled with mellow sound, 
And distant bleat of sheep, whose fleeces white 
Specked the far hillock as with silver coins. 
The sun shone fitful 'mid the whispering elms, 
While overhead some sable-vestured rooks, 
Languid of wing and purpose, floated by. 
But he that journeyed slowly on his way 
Saw naught. Familiar was each homely view ; 
Yet stood for him no landmark visible. 
His childish feet trod light in bygone years 
Where now he tottered footsore, and o'erweight, 
Through stiffening age and woful weariness. 
And ah ! how fair had then the landscape beamed 
That now was densely black on every side ! 
The blind man jerked his stick with each slow step, 
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And faltered feebly when he neared a ditch. 
Alas ! himself was but a sorry sight, 
His thin bent figure hung with rags, his hair 
And beard unkempt and bleached. 

Yea, as he went, 
The children freed from school came gathering 

close, 
To touch him, (seeing that he could not see,) 
And mock, and gibe, and shout : " Catch who catch 

can!" 
Or "This way, reverend sir"; "nay, here, not 

there ! " 
"Old greybeard, reach thy hand, I'll lead thee 

well ! 
Over the fields and far away we'll go, 
For is not that the road to Babylon ? n — 
The while he stumbled at a stone or splashed 
Through muddy pools, their laughter in his ears, 
Strange soreness in his heart, but on his lips 
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No word; for griefs more spare of speech than 

wrath; 
And now he was not wrathful as of yore. 

But, when the children left him, (for their sport 
Grew dull, the quarry being over tame,) 
He sat him down upon a grassy place 
Beside the sheltering coolness of the hedge, 
And there he bowed his head upon his knee, 
While through his trembling fingers fell the tears, 
Fast, fast, as though the spring that flowed so free 
Had never leaped before, nor yet could cease. 
He wept as those may weep that own no hope, 
That hold nor faith nor future, shrine no past, 
Nor lean on love, nor joy for others' lives, 
Nor turn to God and prop themselves by prayer, 
Clinging to heaven, no foothold on the earth. 
He wept as one that gladly would have died 
Might Death but bring oblivion once for all. 
Darkness held naught of dread to him, Death's wing 
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Had shadowed him so long he felt no fear. 
His soul had wellnigh slipped the slender grasp 
Of this, his worn-out body, whence the flame 
Of all his hot desires had long been quenched. 
To him in this last moment of despair 
There came a thought : — softly to lay him down 
Upon the cool wayside, here, where the grass 
Was fragrant with wild clover and sweet herbs ; 
There wait — and wait — quite silent till the end, 
Nor move, nor sigh, but patient wait the end. 

" Why do you weep ? " It was a woman's voice, 
Ag&d yet dulcet. She herself was worn, 
And held in withered hands and apron-folds 
A few small sticks, for firewood, from the copse. 

" Why do you weep ? " 

" I weep because I will. 
Tears are man's heritage. Ay, they belong 
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To poor and rich alike ; for none may take 
From him who weeps his privilege of tears." 



CI 



Ah, you are bitter ! " 



" Nay, but I am wise. 
Leave me, I pray you." 



«< 



Leave you thus ? I cannot. 
Give me your hand ; yea, rise and rest on me. 
I have small store of strength, but God is good. 
Methinks He loves the poor with special grace. 
I have been poor and sick — I scarcely knew, 
Oft-whiles, where I might find the morrow's bread, 
For I am reft of every human friend — 
I have nor kith, nor kin — the times are hard. 
But now I'm free from many an ache and pain 
That sore beset my neighbours — lean now, lean, 
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My arm is yours — we'll trudge along the road — 
Be this your way ? Hark to the voices yonder ! 
I dwell hard by, and oft it joys my heart 
To hear them sing that come adown the paths." 

GLEANERS' HYMN. 

" Now is done the harvest and the gleaning, 
And the workers, from the fields 
Learn their autumn lesson, and the meaning 
That the reaper's sickle yields : 

" In the golden plain of sunset seeing 
Ransom of wide-scattered rays, 
For the sheaves of heav'n are surely being 
Garnered from far-distant ways. 

" When that we lie stricken by the keener 
Scythe of Reaper Asrael, 
May the Lord in mercy send a gleaner 
Lest we wither where we fell ! " 
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"Good woman, you are kind ; tell me, I pray, 
Stands here a white house by a garden fair? 
Near it an elm more lofty than the rest 
That dose companion it toward the brook ?" 

" Ay, yon's my home. The cot is white, low-built, 
Well-trimmed — 'twas newly thatched a year ago — 
And I am granted here to end my days. 
The garden's full of sweets — a box of comfits — 
And coloured like to Joseph's coat of yore : 
Would you might see the dahlias all aglow, 
And close afoot the starry marigolds, 
And pansies, and the ruddy pinks that sprawl, 
And margaret flow'rs, and larkspur, darkly blue, 
While on the wall warm autumn roses hang 
Upon th' embrace of perfumed jessamine ! 
But ah ! your eyes ! The elm ? It was one night, 
A still June night — so still — so wondrous still, 
You might have heard your very pulses beat — 
When sudden, like to heavy fruit o'er-ripe, 
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Dropt the great branches with a crash and thud, 
As though pain racked them; thus they fell and 

died. 
And next the tree, deformed in size and shape, 
Was hewn and sold — and now the place is bare." 



(c 



Ah ! now the place is bare." 



" But hark, sweet sound ! 
The lads and maidens in the meadows lilt. 
Young Love goes forth at sunset — with the dusk 
He tunes his pipe, and bids the children dance. 1 ' 



A GIRL'S VOICE. 

" My love he came a-courting me 
In the blossom of the year : 
* The leaves are young upon the tree, 
And wilt thou be my dear ? ' 
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" My love he came a-courting me 
Betwixt a smile and tear : 

* The cowslip buds are on the lea, 
'Tis the blossom of the year.' " 



A MAN'S VOICE. 

" O there's many a wealthy lady to be met with in 
the land, 
And of noble maids you'll haply count a score. 
But on this our milage green I am blithe to take my 
stand, 
And pledge my dainty darling o'er and o'er : 
With a one, two, and three — 
Whatsoe'er the, others be, 
The girl I love is just the girl for me. 

" There be troops of merry damsels who come within 
our sight, 
And some are sweet of voice and fair of face. 
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See the melting eyes of blue, and gleams from dusky 
night, 
And a hundred forms of beauty and of grace ! 
But on this our village green 1 am blithe to take my 
stand, 
And pledge my dainty darling o y er and o'er : 
With a one, two, and three — 
Whatsoever the others be. 
The girl I love is just the girl for me. 

" She holds her head as high as an empress may in 
scorn, 
When she trips, gaily trips, upon her way ; 
Her laughter's like the river, her smile is like the 
morn, 
Her hair is like the yellow fields in May. 
So on this our village green I am blithe to take my 
stand, 
And pledge my dainty darling der and o'er: 
With a one, two, and three — 
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Whatsoever the others be. 
The girl I love is just the girl for me" 



ANOTHER VOICE. 
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I've a bright silver crown, so I'll ride to the town, 
And what shall I bring back to you, O my dear? 
And what shall I bring back to you ? 

There's Nan wants a fan, 
And Mat a fine hat, 
And Jane a gold chain, 
And Poll a new doll — 

But what shall I bring back to you, O my dear ? 
A jewel to hang at your ear, at your ear, 
Or a kirtle of crimson or blue ? 

" ' You shall bring me a kiss, and a posy like this, 
And a message of love for my ear, for my ear, 
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To tell me you're faithful and true, O my dear ! 
To tell me you're faithful and true.' " 



CHORUS OF GIRLS. 

" A message of lave for my ear, for my ear, 
To tell me you're faithful and true, O my dear I 
To tell me you're faithful and true" 

Then quoth the guide : " But you and I are old. 
All harvest is the ripeness of the land, 
And afterward, fields must be bare and cold. 
Yet should we sow for crops we cannot see, 
Ere come the wintry days ; then 'twere too late." 

" Ay, ay, forgetfulness and wintry snow." 

" Remembrance rather ; you and I remember. 
And, after us, the good seed of our hearts 
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Ripening, shall be remembrance born anew 
In other hearts, so they who reap or glean 
May say : the fields were richly sown and till'd. 
Come, let us enter ; pray you, share my meal — 
Humble yet wholesome. Here's the cottage gate." 

"True, here's the gate." 

Now gently ; yea, one step ! 
The garden, like to some past middle age, 
At eventide more lavishly bestows 
Its perfume than at noon, and evening dews 
Call forth the sweetness. Sit a moment here ; 
For here's an arbour with sweet woodbine roofed." 

" An arbour, say you ? Let me press my face 
Close 'gainst the green leaves! Let me feel their 

touch, 
Taste the dear fragrance, drink the dewy drops — 
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111 run my hand along the tender boughs ! 

See ! there's the chimney where the swallows build." 

" How can you see ? Methought you could not see. 
Are you not blind?" 

" I know the sweet peas 1 hedge. 
They grow each year, hard by the apple trees." 

"Nay, none are sown since that my aunt Joan 

died. 
When I was but a girl, I tended them. 
Oft, oft I linger here. Had you but sight 
At back of those most sorrow-laden eyes, 
From hence you might behold the purple hills, 
And where, far west, the sun's great majesty 
Sinks when he leaves our world in veiling gloom. 
Long years ago, a brother whom I loved — 
Oh, he was all my heart's love — told of this, 
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And forth he went to seek the sun-king's realm 
Beyond the hills " 



" He went — you say he went ? " 



tt 



I woke — I had been dreaming of the lad — 
Scarce was it morning — only one red streak 
Parted the dusk — it seemed as I was chilled 
By some strange dread that caught and held my 

breath, 
And would not let my panting heart beat free. 
I knew not what I feared — and such a fear 
Is worst because it knows not why it fears — 
Then barefoot, ere I dressed, I ran to ope 
The door — his door — and whispered: 'Godfrey, 

come,' 
As many a time in childish fright I'd called, 
Claiming protection from some vague alarm. 
That day was first to bring no answer back. 
And then I guessed. Be there so bleak a thing, 
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As is the place where once a dear one lodged, 
Who's left it empty ? ' Godfrey, Godfrey come ! ' 
And all the while my tears gave sure reply. 
But, as I crept unto my coldened bed, 
Which the quick dawn with faint grey hues in- 
formed, 
Behold ! upon the pillow, close by where 
My heavy head had hollowed out a space, 
An apple round and rosy — so I knew 
It spelled his message, his farewell to me — 
Farewell to our close lives of childish span, 
Farewell to all the joy of my poor heart, 

Farewell, farewell." 

And as an echo then 
The old man sighed : " Farewell" 



" Oft here I've sat, 
The frozen leaves a garland for my head, 
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While roughly sang the gale: 'Take cheer, he'll 

come, 
Haply amid some mighty whirl of storm, 
When crouch the tall trees, and white hurrying 

clouds 
Flit o'er smooth skies as flocks of driven sheep.' 
Then, next, the raindrops murmured: 'Nay, he'll 

come, 
When at thy casement tap dank ivy leaves ; 
He'll come 'mid patter of our flooding tears, 
As with each gentle gust the door-latch lifts, 
And eerie sighings from the crannies moan.' 
But wet leaves dried and mellow sunbeams drew 
The moisture from green grasses underfoot, 
And to my yearning heart I said : * go to, 
Only Love's sunshine brings the wanderer back ' — 
Then thronged the swallows from o'er-seas once 

more 
And summer wove new chaplets in the field, 
But Godfrey came not. So the years went by, 
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Youth's magnet pointing to those calmer days 
When painless grow our scars." 

But Godfrey turned 
With outflung arms, and strained his sightless eyes, 
Fain, fain to see, and faltered through his sobs : 
" Oh Marjorie, and is the time so past, 
It still must be farewell ? Dear Marjorie, 
For us indeed are youth and eagerness 
Dropt like the sun beyond our twilit days — 
Yet for my need, and thy forgiveness sweet, 
For thy great love and for my penitence, 
My heart abased in sorrow and in dust, 
And thine uplifted soul of nobleness, 
May God's wide mercy grant us both a space 
Of days sufficient, so we, side by side, 
Walk just a little while together here — 
Two pilgrims hand in hand unto the end ! " 

Then Marjorie upon his shoulder wept, 
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Astonied, scarce believing of his word, 
For gladness dumb, scarce daring to be glad ; 
And hopes and fears a-warring in her mind. 
So laid her withered cheek against his cheek, 
And held his hands within her trembling palms. 
And her warm teardrops falling on his nice 
Were as a healing balm. He likewise wept, 
But from his soul was bitterness expelled, 
And these were tears of love's contentedness ; 
While through the dusking fields there floated in 
A chaunt more sacred than the gleaners' song : 

" Blest are the poor in spirit; unto them is given, 
With mercy to the merciful, the kingdom of God's 

heaven; 
There shall the maimed grow whole, the blind again 

shall see, 
While from our eyes all tears are wiped, for there no 

grief can be! 9 
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A LITTLE CHILD'S VOICE. 

" To-night the boys are hymning in the choir ; 
I love to hear the rhythm of angel songs. 
Methinks, the sunset is God's heaven, and I 
Am fain to seek it, past the purple hills." 

ANOTHER CHILD'S VOICE. 

" Nay, mother says God's heaven is everywhere, 
Here, close beside us, if we choose to seek." 

" Art thou in truth my little Marjorie ? 
Was it to thee I gave the three blue eggs 
From that warm nest the hedge-sparrow had built 
Within the holly ? " 

" Godfrey ! " 

" Marjorie ! 
Scarce dare I hope. Art truly Marjorie ? 

"5 



GODFREY'S QUEST 

Thy brow is rugged ; Marjorie's was smooth, 
Her face was soft, and thine is worn and thin. 
Her hair curled like the tendrils of young vines. 
O would that I could see ! " 

" Hush, hush, my brother — 
Just for this once I joy thou canst not see. 
Time's hand is ruthless — nay, for thee, my Godfrey — 
Sure, many tears have made mine eyes o'erdim — 
It was not sight throbbed answer to thy touch ! 
Thou art my brother — and my longing soul 
Leans back to live again our childish years." 



While yet she spake, the sunset, flushing full, 
Turned the wide golden sky to red, the flare 
'Lighting on Godfrey's face, transfigured now. 
The upturned eyes, all unaware of light, 
Shrank not nor blinked. It was as though they 
pierced 
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With keenest sight heaven's canopy, and leaped, 
Armoured in blindness, whither till that hour 
Passage had been denied. Ay, nevermore 

Should his cleared mental sight know aught of shade, 
But only God's true light. Then Marjorie, 
Clinging yet closer, press'd her loving arms 
In tenderness unused yet ne'er unlearned 
About the old man's neck, and tremulous — 
As though she were but yet a child, part fearing 
Reproof or haply want of sympathy — 
Whispered warm welcome to his hungering ear : 



"Godfrey — thy very name spells peace — God's 

peace — 
So dwell at peace, here in thy childhood's home, 
Filled with such peace as passeth all our ken, 
All understanding, for 'tis infinite — 
Wider than are the skies and far more high — 
And we poor mortals are but finite made. 
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There, yonder, stand the gates, the violet hills, 
That bar an untried, nay, a cruel world ; 
But God's world lies above, and from it He 
Gives grace of peace, for peace is greatest grace." 

Then Godfrey bent and kissed her on the brow. 
And with locked hands that were a-tremble still, 
And quiet steps of age and feebleness, 
They passed together to the silent house. 
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